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The word " policeman " had given him an Idea. " I'll
—I'll write to your father. He won't stand for this ? "
" It'll be a lovely letter, Teddy," she mocked. " Will you
show it to me ? "
" You don't mean all this," he said. " This is one of your
silly moods. I've 'ad to wait. I suppose I'll 'ave to wait
a bit more. But I've got to know you pretty well by now, my
lady. Tou'll come round. Don't keep me too long. I warn
you I may be unfaithful to you."
Her face betrayed the obvious repartee she checked
unspoken. " Two	," she began, and stopped short.
He stood staring at her, struck by a new and still more
detestable thought.
"Your body's your own, you say," he repeated slowly.
" You think you can do what you like with it. What dja mean
by that ? You tell me exactly what foolishness you got in
your mind. You've got something behind this. Some-
body. ..."
His face became as ugly as his thought.
She shrugged her shoulders and said not a word.
" I shall know. I shall find out. I'll have you watched.
. . . If you think you can get away with that. . . ."
She smiled radiantly, just to infuriate him. But she was
aquiver with resolution.
" It's these damned suffragettes. Them and their blasted
Vote. Lot of screaming hags. New Woman and all that.
Putting these ideers about against all Religion and Decency.
. . . Damn ideers ! Damn all ideers ! Well, now I know
where we are,"
" Now I know where I am. Eclairs—what is it ?—cisse-
ment. My fault more than yours, but we've got to go through
with it now."
*c Pll see you go through with it," said Edward Albert as
grimly as he could. " I'll get you* Mark my words. I'll
kick you out of here, my lady, into the gutter."
" Kick, Mr Jusqu'au bootist.   Kick."
They became aware of Mrs Butter standing in the room
and waiting to speak. They were suddenly both ashamed

